262                          INDIES   ADVENTURE

the foremost stood Silvestre Corso, in shining armour with
helmet and plume and leaning upon a two-handed sword.
" What manner of men are on that ship?" he shouted to the
look-out on his galley mast. And the man aloft looked down
upon the flagship deck and said that they were " ratinhos "
(journeymen) from Beira!

" Surrender," bellowed the Corsican, " in the name of
King Bacchus, Lord of Cellars and Good Wine!" Albuquerque
laughed. He had the topsail taken in and his flag carried aft.
He had surrendered, he declared; what else did they demand?

" Samples of the ship's merchandise!" replied the Corsican,
and the Governor, taking the hint, sent them a tub of wine.

" That was a good prize," observed Silvestre to his men
as the barrel was emptied. Having thus successfully escaped
their scolding, the Corsican and his following discharged
their artillery with great effect, and moved off to repeat the
show for D. Garcia's benefit, and incidentally obtain further
liquid refreshment!

The fleet put into Muscat for wood and water. Muscat,
meek and submissive, was very different from what it had
been eight years ago. Everything in the town was at the
Governor's disposal, and so was the obsequious Sheik, who
called to present his compliments on board.

The Sheik had much to say about the situation at Ormuz.
From day to day this was becoming more complicated,
Rasnoradin's energetic nephews and their following con-
tinued to occupy the town, but one of them, Rais Ahmed,
more energetic than the rest, had shut up Uncle Rasnoradin
and taken possession of the King himself. What Rais
Ahmed's plans might be, no one exactly knew. Rasnoradin
was still Vizier in name, but Rais Ahmed held the treasure
and the seals of state. It was surmised that he also meant to
have the throne.

The Governor felt that his visit to these parts was not
ill-timed.

In the purple light of sunset, as he had seen it first eight
years ago, Afonso de Albuquerque hove to before the island